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Lo! my Faustian eye, gouge it by thy will; And my will is Faustian too with an aim Through a miniature life winning Time Against the see-saw of "flux in unseen hill. Is Thy hiding the true askesis subtle Going back on a form basic and prime unagitatingly reversing claim To apex of polyvalent spatial Against my intolerant will and reign Non-co-existent with separate things With ataraxia, fading out even Into a singleness of fabric'd seedlings Against ego-habeo-factum and the ken Despite contrition, Thine imperative brings.
xxxn
Hid art Thou? for the sceptic in eyeless swirl And at bottom, notions a vision drawn As if from his own half assembed-dawn Hiding behind dammerung-still or a pearl Of a self-contained seeing or a whirl Of data as art-genera unforegone. Within a pre-determinate zone Irrevocably passing in a tale! Let me be an entity of a Ihud' With statue steadiness evidencing it With a conviction on mendicant mud Transforming this oft quoted birth-spirit From the jackal counterfeit of gross blood Coagulating in a beastial hity dynamic of mazhii in thy palm. happenings in a divine city Are as if. agenda'd in a tavern Where light and shade diffuse refulgently On pigmented wallface as flame auburn. association of ideas is too rapid, to make sense, except to the creator and his circle. The words seem to gallop like a drunken horse that is riderless. There is a riot of words. One brings out the other by verbal association, by alliterations, rhyme, and assonance as in Anthony Burgess's "Nothing like the Sun" Without meaning to be derogatory, one can say that S.A.S. has outjoyced Joyce himself, in his pursuit along this stream of consciousness in his chase, after his own private Holy Grail.
